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some time have been reduced to words but I cannot
imagine in what terms, and I am sure that I at any
rate had not the faintest notion of what delin-
quencies, if any, they were suspected. All the same
there was discernible round one of them an im-
palpable barrier. Not unattractive in a pale, silent
way, nevertheless he made one feel mysteriously
uncomfortable. Was this, then, evil? Both these
boys slept in the same dormitory: there was a
thoroughfare through it to the private side of the
house and, presumably for this reason, it tradition-
ally housed the turbulent characters. Years after I
had left I stayed a night with the Christophersons
and was taken by this route to visit the senior
master after the school had gone to bed. The
cherubic faces of the slumberers were visible in the
light of the passage lamp and with a slight shock I
realised that these must be the bad characters of the
day.

Every generation has its own inhibitions. The
late Victorians thought it improper to talk about
sex. We think it improper to talk about God or
incomes, both of which, I should say, are more
interesting subjects. There was a time when my
wife and I even had some hesitations about saying
anything to our own children about death. Quite
unnecessarily of course. In so many ways children
are more sensible than their elders, and they are
certainly not in the least perturbed by death. Why
should they be? For practical purposes they are
immortal, since they are scarcely aware that they
will die. And death, if it has no sting, becomes
merely boring, I used to be vaguely surprised at the